That shake the lofty monarch on his throne, 

We lesser folks feel not. — Keen are the pangs 
Advancement often brings. To be seeure. 

Be humble ; to be happy, be content.” 

The delicate blossoms of the Lily return to our 
notice about the middle of gay, smiling, happy 
May. It is found “ with its bonny bells dangling 
sae pure and sae white,” In some of the shady 
woods of England, but not very frequent. In 
the wood beneath the far famed Windcliff, in the 
picturesque county of Monmouth, it has fallen to 
our lot to alight upon several spots covered with 
the sweet bells shooting up beneath and sheltered 
by their large green leaves. Our attention was 
attracted to the spot by the prattling voices of 
some dozen children issuing from their sylvan re- 
treat, and upon looking in the direction of the 
sounds, we discovered the little .innocents with 
their hands full of the choice blossoms of the Lily ; 
and on inquiry we ascertained, they were in the 
habit of collecting, and disposing of them to the 
ladies of the adjoining village. 

“ White bud ! that in meek beauty so dost lean 
The cloister’d cheek, as pale as moonlight snow ; 

Thou seem’st beneath thy huge high leaf of green. 
An Eremite beneath his mountain’s brow. 

“ White bud ! tliou’rt emblem of a lovelier thing— 
The broken spirit that its anguish bears 

To silent shades, and there sits offering 
To Heaven, the holy fragrance of its tears/' 
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It will flourish in the shade where its more 
gaudy compeers would droop for want of the rays 
of the sun. 

“ The shy plant, the Lily of the Vale, 

That loves the ground, and from the sun withholds 
Her pensive beauty, from the breeze her sweets.” 

However much we may admire the charming 
rose, the majestic sunflower, or the gorgeous tulip, 
we cannot withhold our tribute of admiration 
from 

“ The Lily, whose sweet beauties seem 
As if they must be sought.” 

Barton. 

And on beholding the innocent blossom, we are led 
to exclaim with the poet* 

“There is a pale and modest flower. 

In garb of green array’d. 

That decks the rustic maiden’s bower. 

And blossoms in the glade ; 

Though other flowers around thee bloom 
In gaudy splendor drest, 

Filling the air with rich perfume, 

I love the Lily best. 

« I see the tulip’s gorgeous hue. 

The sunflower’s crown of gold, 

I see the rose and woodbine too 
Their scented leaves unfold ; 

Though they adorn the gay parterre, 

I love them not so well 
As the drooping Lily frail and fair, 

That grows in shady dell.” 


